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The summit was just in view over the rock band. It was only
i ,000 feet above me, but an aeon of weariness separated me from
it. Bastion on bastion and slab on slab, the rocks were piled
in tremendous confusion, their light yellow edges ghostlike
against the deep blue sky. From the crest a white plume of
mist flowed silently away, like unending volcanic steam, but
where I stood there was not a breath of wind and the sun blazed
into the hollow with an intense fierceness, yet without warming
the cold air. Clouds were gathering, but they were thousands
of feet below me. Between them, I could see the Rongbuk glacier,
a pure white in its uppermost portion, then rugged and uneven
where it was resolved into a multitude of seracs and, lower still,
a gigantic muddle of moraines as though all the navvies in the
world had been furiously excavating to no logical purpose.
Beyond it, the Rongbuk valley stretched northwards towards the
golden hills of Tibet, and I could make out the Rongbuk mona-
stery, a minute cluster of minute buildings, yet distinct in every
detail through the brilliantly clear atmosphere. With this one
exception, I remember no details. My position was too high, my
view too vast, my brain too fatigued to register detail, There was
nothing visible to challenge my elevation. The earth was so far
beneath, it seemed impossible I could ever regain it. The human
brain must needs be divinely inspired to comprehend such a vista,
and mine was tied to a body fatigued by exertion and slowed
down in all its vital processes by lack of oxygen. SomervelPs de-
scription of the scene is simplest and best : " A god's view."

More by instinct than anything else, I pulled my camera out
of my pocket. The photograph I took is pitifully inadequate.

I cannot enlarge on the bitterness of defeat. Those who have
failed on Everest are unanimous in one thing : the relief of not
having to go on "outweighs all other considerations. The last
1000 feet of Everest are not for mere flesh and blood. Whoever
reaches the summit, if he does it without artificial aid, will have
to rise godlike above his own frailties and his tremendous environ-
ment. Only through a Power within him and without him will
he overcome a deadly fatigue and win through to success.
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